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Even the cross is not found here
nor is the crucibx Instead there are
flowers, wreaths of roses, chiidren play
ing, and inscriptions espressing esult
ing, bounding, gladness, Joy 15 the
key note of these memorials of early
Christian life. They buried thewr dead
not as those who sorrow without hope,
but as those who rejoice in the blessed
promise of the future,

And among these inscriptions one
figure is to be found very often, In
the earlier Catacombs it 1s the one
sign of Christain faith and lite. The
figure is that of a young and lusty
shepherd. In one hand is a crook o
shepherd's pipe, and on his shoulder he
carries a lamb, which he holds with the
other hand. We all know who he is
This was the thought that brought joy
to those early Christians in the midse
of their sufterings and sorrows  the
Good Shepherd has found the lost sheep,
and is bearing him home on His shouldl
ers,  This was the old time Christmas
spirit,

Long centuries have since come and
gone  Our own churchyards now, with
their cypresses, and veiled urns, and
mourning figures, perhaps tell the story
that sorrow has drowned the joy in
many of our lives,  But it need not be
so. The Good Shepherd beareth His
sheep
bling.  He hghts their toes. and wishes
their mournful cry to be silenced in the
comlort of His presence. G N W,

He calms their fear and trem-

THE JOY AT BETHLEHEM,

Ix the inn of Bethlehem there were
many going to and fro, and much hurry
and disquietude, while caravans were
unlading or making up their comple-
ment of passengers, and the divan pre-
sented a spectacle of many costumes,
and resounded with wrangling and bar-
ter and merriment, but in a stable
hard by there was a tender joy too deep
for words, and a stillness of adoration
which seemed to shut out the outer
world ; for Mary had brought forth her
first-born - Son and Iaid Him in the
manger, and her heart and that of
Joseph were full to overflowing, and
angels were gazing down from above on
the mystery of the Holy Incarnation,

The soul of man is a noisy hostelry,
full of turmoil and disquietude, and
giving entertainment to every vain and
passing thought,which seeks admittance
there. But when Christ comes and

PARISH AND HOME,

takes up His abode in the heart He re
'[I]|‘| St to Ul'l!"l :lnl‘ "Q'ﬂl'l' and Y"A"l

it may move amid the excitements and
contusions of hfe, vet hath it an inner
stiliness which they cannot disturh o
destios . for the King of Peace 15 ther
anld Peace is the purchase of His « ross
and the last legacy of His Love and His
ancient promise to his people. for so it
s written He hath made peace
throagh the Blood of His
*Peace 1 leave with yvou . My Peace |

give unto yoa

Cross

hou wilt keephim in
pertect peace whose mind 1s stayed on
I'hee, becanse he trusteth in Thee *

Dean Gonlburn, in Thoughts oa Personal
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SINS OF OMISSION,
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Which gives
At the setting of the sun
( taan Leader,

A FATHER'S PRAYERS
JouN G Patos, missionary to the
New Hebrides, whose interesting auto-
biography has been published recently
gives the following

tather's prayers
Their home consisted of but three
rooms, one of which * was a very small
apartment betwist the other two, having
room only for a bed, a little table and a
chair . This was the sanctuary
of that cottage home,  Thither daily,
and oftentimes a day, generally after

account of his

3

cach meal we saw our tather retire,

" hut to the d ind we children
®ot to understand, by a sort of spiritual
mstinct (for the thing was too sacred to

be talked

thout) that prayers were being
poured out there for us. as of old In
the High Priest within the veil in the
most Holy  Place,  We  occasionally

vl the pathetic echoes of a trembling

voice pleading as it for life, and we
carned to step out and in past that door
distarb the holy col.
tiide world might not

on g toe, not t)
loyiny I'he

know. but we knew swhence came that
happy hight, as of anew born smile that
dwavs was dawning on myv tather's
face I'hough evervthing
else m religion were by some unthink
ible Catastrophe 1o be swept out of
memory . or blotted trom my  under
standing, my soul would wander back to
those carly scenes. and shut itself up
e again in that

sanctoary closet, and

ring still the echoes of those cries to

o would harl hack all doubt with

the victorious appeal * He walked with

God,why mavnot |

THE BELLS ACKOSS THE
SNOW,
O CHRISTMAS, ey Christimas !
| tre Iy ' e
With its men i
With its vith
Fhere's aomiion in the carol,
And o sha voin the light,
And a [RL twining
Wil Hy wicath toonight,
And the hush s nesor broken®
By the Lomghiter Bight and low,
Aowe Disten i the searlight
oo the bolls across the snow
O Christias, v Chinstinas
Tis not sovery long
nee other vorces blended
I the earol and the song !

It we could but hear them singin

\s they are win

W
It we could bt see the shining
Of the crown oncach dear brow,
There would be no sigh to smother,
No hidden tear to flow,

A

wee listen in the starlight

Tothe bells across the snow,

O Christinas, merry Christimas,
Fhis it never more can be

We connot bring agatn the day «
Of our unshadowed glee

But Christmas, dagpy Christimas,
Sweet herald of good-will,

With holy songs of glory
Brings holy gladness sull,

For peace and home may brighten,
And patient love may glow,

As we histen i the statlight
o the bells across the snow,

Frasces Rintvy Havekoar,




